
Poems* 

A weman I forfwore : but I yyill proue * 

Thou being a GoddefTeJ^rfwore not thee: 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love* 

Thv grace being gaind, cures all dilgracc in me, 

Mv vow was breath,and breath a vapour is, 

Then thou fai re Sun,thaton this earth doth filing 
£xhal« this vapour vowjn thee it is : 

If broken, thf ait is no fault of mine. 

If by me bro£e what fool e is not fo wife 
To bieake anOath,to win a Paradife ? 


True content. 

C O is it not with me as with that Mufc, 

*^$tird by a painted beautie to his verfe. 

Who heaven it felfc for ornament doth ufe. 

And every faire with his faire doth reherfc* 

Making a cooplement of proud compare 
With Sunne and Moonc, with eatth and fcas rich gems* 
With Apriils firft borne flowers and all things rare. 
That heavens ayre in this huge rondure hems, 

O let me true in love but truly write. 

And then beiccve me, my love is as faire. 

As any mothers childc,though not fo bright 
As thofe gold candells fixt in heavens ayer : 

Let them fay more that like of hcarc-fay wdh, 

I will not prayfe thatpurpofc not to fell. 


vo'emes? 

A baf) full Lover. 

tA SanunpCrfc&a&orontheftage, 

Who with his feare is put befidcs hfs part, 

Or fome fierce thing replcat with too much rage, 
Whofe ftrengths abundance, weakens his ownc hearty 
So I for feare of truft, forget to fay. 

The perfect ceremony ot loves right. 

And in mine owne loves ftrength feemeto decay, 
Ore-charg’d with burthen of mincownc loves might,* 
Olet my books be then the eloquence. 

And domb prefagers of my fpeaking breft, 

Whoplcade for love,and looke for recompence. 

More then that tongue that more hath more expreft, 
O learne to read what blent love hath writ, 
Tohearc with eyes belongs to loves fine wit. 


Strong conceit e* 

glafle fhall not perfwade me I am old, 
VA So long as youth and thou art of one date, 
: Bift when in thee ti mes forrowes I behol d. 
Then looke I death my dayes fhould expiate. 
For all that beaucie that doth cover thee, 

1 1s but the fecmcly rayment of my heart. 

Which in thy breft doth live, as thine in me* 
How can I then be elder then thou art ? 

By 




